We stood and watched; and the wind
Came softly out of the sky
And blew in Susan's hair,
As I stood close by.

Back through the fields we came,

Tom. and Susan and me,

And we sat in the nursery together,

And had our tea.

And, looking out of the window,

I heard the thrushes sing;

But Tom fell asleep in his chair.

He was so tired, poor thing.

TOM'S ANGEL
Isfo one was in the fields
But me and Polly Flint,
"When, like a giant across the grass,
The flaming angel went.
It was budding time in May,
And green as green could be,
And all in his height he went along
Past Polly Flint and me.
We'd been playing in the woods,
And Polly up, and ran,
And hid her face, and said,
4 Tom! Torn ! The Man! The Man! *
And I up-turned; and there,
Like flames across the sky,
With wings all bristling, came
The Angel striding by.
And a chaffinch overhead
Kept whistling in the tree
While the Angel, blue as fire, came on
Past Polly Flint and me.
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